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She told me that she was Circassian born,
In an Afghan raid from her parents torn;
But to me it seemed as if Paradise
Had opened its gates to my wondering eyes,
And I saw a vision of pure delight
Descend from God's realm on my dazzled sight,
My fifty years of storm and stress Bore much to curse and little to bless, And women for mo had been but joys Of an idle hour, life's pretty toys,
To be broken and thrown away. Now a piece of blue heaven had fallen to earth, And my heart throbbed high with a nobler birth*
The dawn of a brighter day, I swore I would make her my wedded wife. Till then I would guard her maiden life A sacred trust, as chaste as snow That falls through the night on the plain below,
My chiefs stern charge I had disobeyed*
If he learned, we both must die; And the need was sore to disguise the maid
From his ever watchful eye. With walnut juice I stained the bloom Of her Ivory cheek, and the dress of a groom
Hid her woman's comely grace* Beneath a turban's ample fold She coiled her locks of yellow gold,
And the morrow took her place "With the buckler and spear of a fighting man To ride with my slaves in the caravan.